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Today beside an unfrequented path, 
I found a faded blossom once most fair ; 

Withered and torn, the storm-king in his wrath 
Had, with relentless fingers, tossed it there. 

A mere wild flow' ret, of the fields a part, 
It had not bloomed to grace a higher throne. 

I saw like tears the raindrops in its heart. 
And thought of one whose life was as its own. 

She grew as shyest woodland violets grow, 
l^urtured by Happiness, by Joy caressed. 

Love was her sunshine, and its golden glow 
Made her abiding place a haven blessed. 

Until one came alas ! who saw her face. 

And wearied with his share of worldly art. 

Smiled at her untaught loveliness, her grace, 
And in an idle moment won her heart. 

It was to him a passing episode, 

As hastening from the toiling city's strife, 
A traveler leaves behind the dusty road. 

And solace finds in Nature's quiet life. 

And from some hidden nook plucks one sweet flow'r, 
Whose sudden beauty charms his tirod eye ; 

But after pleasing for a summer hour. 
With careless hand, is cast aside to die. 
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IN APRIL TIME 

With trill of birds, and breath of new-bom flowers, 
The morning dawned, bright with the touch of 
Spring. 
Our hearts were warm with sunshine, like the hours, 
A golden halo circled everything. 
For full of loveliness, and youthful grace. 
Dear April came to us with smiling face. 

Too soon the day has changed. Across the sun 
An envious cloud has thrown its shadowy form. 

Of all the feathered choir I hear but one. 

Who sings, as to defy the threatening storm. 

And like a timid childbeset by fears 

Capricious April weepss^den tears. 
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LCfVE ANDLffE. 

*' Whoever has loved knows all that life contains of sorrow 

and of joy.^^ 

A child was born, and by his cradle bed, 

Unseen of those who watched with human eyes. 
Stood one with outstretched arms, and covered head. 
An angel figure in a shadowy guise. 
Planning this new life's course that was to be 
For good or ill. Her name was Destiny. 

She touched full tenderly the rounded form 

Where grace and strength in future might abide. 
But o'er the throbbing heart where passion's storm 
Might yet awake, she clasped her hands, and cried: 
^'Unerring Wisdom, send me help, I pray, 
To guide this little child through life's hard 
way!" 

Across the slumbering babe there fell a light. 

And with a face warm-tinted as a flower. 
That blooms where all is pure, and fair, and bright, 
And gains new sweetness with each happy hour. 
Came one who, laughing, said : *^ Give me the boy 
To lead through pleasant paths, for I am Joy." 

Softly a shadow stole throughout the room. 
As of a cloud that hides from us the sun, 
And chills us with its sudden change to gloom ; 
While with dim eyes and qui v' ring lips spake one, 
Standing where Joy's glad face she could not see, 
" And I am Sorrow. Give the child to me." 
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^' Nay, not to either wholly and entire!'' 

Cried Destiny, *< I can not will it so. 
Joy would but satiate his heart's desire, 

And constant Sorrow yield despair and woe." 
Then to the cradle-side there softly stepped 
A third, who bent, and kissed the child that 
slept. 

^' Let him be mine," her gentle voice began, 
^* And I will dwell within his little heart. 
And grow with him as child, as youth, as man, 
Until I form of him a very part. 

The fibres of his being shall be thrilled 
With earnest aims that shall be well fulfilled. 

I^Tot this alone, for he shall also know 

Mingled with Joy's rare presence, well-defined, 
The grief which causes Sorrow's tears to flow — 
All that these two could give, in me combined." 
Wond'ring, they asked her, **Art thou from 

above!" 
**From Heaven itself," she answered, ^*I am 
Love!" 

"No longer paused the clear-eyed Destiny, 

Placing the dimpled hands within Love's own, 
*^ The charge is thine," she said, ** With faith in thee 
May he be guided safe to Heaven's throne." 
And those who watched, said of the slumbering 

child, 
*' He hears the angels whisper — ^lo! he smiled!" 
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A MORNING PRAYER 

Teach me, O Lord! throughout this blessed day, 

Which Thou hast granted me for some wise end. 
Thy rule of charity, I humbly pray, 

That I may be, alike to foe and friend, 
Gentle of speech ; full often have we found 

Life's rugged highway hard enough to tread, 
Even when love and sympathy abound, 

Teach me to leave the unkind things unsaid. 

Help me to check the frequent careless word. 

That often wounds as does the poisoned dart, 
The heedless jest that scarcely overheard 

May lend an added woe to some sad heart. 
I know the meekness Thy own life did teach. 

Yet am I prone to err in deed and thought. 
Help me, O Lord, to guard my daily speech. 

Though with temptations every hour is fraught. 

Teach me to set upon my lips a seal 

That they may utter naught save words of cheer r 
There are £0 many hurts for me to heal. 

So many sorrows I may help to bear. 
A.id me today, so when this sun is set. 

Thy listening angel write not with bowed head. 
And grieving eyes, dim with divine regret, 

A single unkind word which I have said. 
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ACROSS THE YEARS, 

Perhaps the breath of flowers in the room, 

The faint reminder of their presence here, 
Has wakened thoughts as sweet as their perfume, 
And like the ennbeams full of warmth and eheer. 
The pansies smile at me with eyes so blue, 
I press my lips to them, and think of you. 

So long, alas! we two have dwelt apart, 

Life has bestowed her meed of toil, and tears, 
And shadowed days upon my eager heart, 
But now, at peace, I gaze across the years. 
And thankful am for all the good, and true 
Which has been mine, and most of all for you. 

Fate separates, but distance can not harm 
The sweet companionship which once was ours, 

IsTor take from me the memory of your charm, 
Which wakens with the fragrance of these flowers ; 
No years of absence ever can undo 

The bonds of tenderness which cling to you. 

Across the years I hear your loving voice 
Urging me always to some higher aim. 
When I have won I know that you rejoice, 
When I have failed you grieve but do not blame. 
If in my humble way some good I do, 
I owe it to those other years, and you. 
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HER MEMORY, 

Like the faint fragrance of a budding flow'r 
That lingers with us when the bloom is dead ; 

Like the sweet song, tho' all-subdued its pow'r, 
That reaches us e'en when the bird has fled ; 

Like the remembrance of a blissful hour 
That gladdens us long after bliss has sped ; 

So through our bitter grief, our blinding tears, 
Through sorrow's clouds that wholly dim life's day, 

Though in the beauty of her sunny years. 
Death took this cherished one from us away, 

There is still left for us one thought which cheers, — 
Her memory is our comfort and our stay. 

Even in dreams the music of her tone 

Beaches our ears, and soothes our troubled rest ; 
Her fair and dimpled cheek against our own 

In joyous ecstasy once more is pressed ; 
Oar arms, which late such emptiness have known, 

Encircle her, our sleep indeed is blest. 

And though we wake bewildered as our loss 
Confronts us in the grey and early dawn. 

Longing while through the waiting hours we toss 
For the swift coming of the busy morn, 

It is for strength we pray to bear our cross. 
Not that we would forget her who is gone. 
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Ah, what, alas! would our drear future be 
Without remembrance of her winsome ways ! 

Her bonny face that e'er in thought we see, 
Her silken hair that caught the sun's bright rays. 

Teach us to render thanks, O God, to Thee, 
For the sweet memory of her happy days. 

The little grave which holds her precious form. 

Is not all that is ours, for in a land 
Where dwell the pure in heart, free from all harm 

She lives an angel 'mong a radiant band. 
Where lovelier shall grow her every charm. 

And Christ Himself keeps her with tender hand. 
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AN OLD TIME SONG, • 

Today a snatch of song came unto me 
From out the noises of the village street, 

A bit of tender, time-worn melody. 
Floating above the sound of passing feet ; 

And though the singer's face I did not see, 
I knew his heart was light, his young voice sweet. 

The pen dropped from my over-weary hand, 

I listened eagerly each word to hear, 
And felt as if from some remotest land, 

I hailed a friend unseen for many a year; 
Yet with a throb, beyond my weak command, 

My page was blotted by a sudden tear. 

Back, swiftly back, on Memory's tireless wing, 
My thoughts were borne unto the long ago. 

When in my own glad youth we used to sing 
That little song which thrilled my heart strings so, 

And from that past, fair as the bloom of Spring, 
I seemed to catch a whisper, soft and low. 

< 

O fleeting years! a decade lies between 

The vanished days, when that old song was young, 
And this far time, yet I recall each scene, 

Where merrily its swelling chorus rung 
On moonlit river, with its wondrous sheen, 

O'er verdant hills, where vivid sunbeams clung. 
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Life had not shown us then a clouded sky, 
Like generous flowers her charms their fragrance 
shed. 

Alas! assailing storms swept rudely by, 

The June-time of our years has long since fled ; 

And some who sang have breathed full many a sigh, 
And some are numbered with the silent dead. 

O half- forgotten melody, chance-heard! 

Lingering, loving, and not wholly sad 
The recollections which your notes have stirred ; 

Fondly I bless the little unknown lad, 
Who sang, in passing, like a happy bird. 

Pilling the live-long day with echoes glad. 
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THE GARDEN'S GOSSIP, 

The jasmine whispered about it first 

To the heliotrope and the rose ; 

Then the humming bird that every day 

Through the quaint, old garden goes, 

Carried the gossip, far and wide, 

From the fragrant mignonette, 

To the quiet spot where the fuchsia bells 

With their dew-baths still ^ere wet. 

For near in the trimly-tended bed 

Where yesterday's sun had shone 

On countless daisies, with nodding heads. 

There lingered now never a one. 

In their dainty garments of white and gold, 

They had lifted their faces bright 

To the wooing breeze, and the cooling rains, — 

And now they had vanished quite. 

^'But whither, whither f the flowers cried.; 

Ah! nobody seemed to know, 

Though a butterfly said he kissed them good-night 

When yesterday's sun was low ; 

And a tiny zephyr crept shyly in 

' Mong the anxious blossoms to say 

He had heard the daisies' laughter blithe 

When he passed them at dusk in his play. 

The dahlia flaunted her velvet cloak, 

And spoke with a chilling sneer, 

'* They were, after all, only common weeds 

Who had grown beyond their sphere. 

I am sure the gardener agrees with me, 

And he is the one, no doubt, 
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Who has cut them doirn ere we were awake, 

And sensibly tossed them out." 

*'For shame! for shame!" cried a pansy brave, 

While the white rose drooped her head, 

And a teardrop fell on her pure, pale cheek 

As the unkind words were said. 

''Be patient, friends!" called a gentle voice, 

''And harken to what I relate," — 

'Twas the passion-flower from the trellised porch- 

"I can tell you the daisies' fate. 

Do you see where my topmost tendrils cling 

To the balcony, long and wide? 

Could you climb with me to yon casement high 

And fearlessly glance inside. 

You would wonder no more tiiat I seek to reach 

That height, for so dainty and sweet 

Is the room (like the setting unto the pearl) 

Of our mistress, Marguerite. 

She with the hair where the sunshine hides, 

And cheeks like our own blush rose. 

Even the dahlia forgets to be rude 

When, singing, among us she goes. 

Last eve she stood with her eyes downcast, 

With my white blooms round her head, 

At the lattice there, and the fading light 

Showed me the letter she read. 

"Dearest" it ended, 'My heart is full, 

Though few are the words I write. 

Let me pray you may kind and generous be 

When I finish my story tonight; 

Priceless the gift I beg of you, dear. 

Hoping, yet fearful, I wait, 

When twilight falls, and the day is done, 

I shall seek you and learn my fate. 
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And if all my future with bliss be crowned, 

I shall know it at once if you wear 

A bunch of the daisies I love so well 

Because of the name you bear.' '' 

The passion vine paused in mild reproof 

At the noise of a clumsy bee, 

Who was rifling the fragile lily's cup, 

While out from some distant tree 

Bang the matin call of a mocking-bird, 

Rejoicing that night had fled. 

And the flowers, fearful to lose a word, 

*^Oh, tell us quickly,'' they said, 

**Did she gather th,e daisies!" ^'Aye," answered 

the vine, 
'' When the garden was drowsy and still. 
She stole like a moonbeam down yonder dim path, 
And tremblingly listened, until 
An eager step echoed, then, under the rose. 
She stood in her soft robe of white. 
To greet him with blushes, and swift-beating heart, 
A vision of sweetness and light. 
Ah! I knew as they met in the gloaming pale 
No lover was ever more blest. 
For there, like a cluster of stars from the skies, 
Our lost daisies gleamed on her breast!" 
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HUMAN GREATNESS, 

*' I will be great/' his young heart proudly sai<i; 
'* Courage and strength are mine, and Time is 
fleet. 
Fame's laurels yet shall crown my up-turned head, 

Impatiently I 'wait her lagging feet ; 
I fain would go in search of her instead. 

Through paths which Hope has pictured fair and 
sweet." 

He journeyed forth, and she, who at his side. 
Through all his life had constant kept her place, 

Dear Happiness, youth's earliest-chosen guide, 
Drew slowly back, and hid her lovely face. 

** Alas! I can no further go," she cried, 

*' I leave you in Ambition's strong embrace." 

Through weariness, and toil of long, long years, 
Was reached at last the dreamed-of goal he sought. 

He thought of all the heartaches, all the tears 
With which his dreary pathway had been fraught* 

Of vanished Happiness, of cruel fears. 
And knew at what dear price was glory brought. 

Time's heedless hand had scattered o'er his hair 
The dust of age. '^ Alas!" he sadly sighed, 

*' Had I but known how many years of care 
These laurels marked, I had been satisfied 

With less of glory, having still my share 
Of all the joys lost Happiness denied. 
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ROSES, 

She whom I love wore rpses when we met. 

The ardent sun their velvet leaves had flushed 
With brilliant hues, by his warm gaze, and yet 

They paled when o'er their petals her cheek 
blushed. 
It was the time when soft winds gently blow, 

When Spring's caresses, warm and fervent, make 
The days rejoice. O fairest flowers that grow, 

I love thee always, for my dear one's sake! 

She whom I love wears roses when we part. 

Waxen, and white they lie upon her breast, 
While underneath their bloom her silent heart 

ISTo earthly feeling knows. She is at rest. 
O blossoms! stainless as her own pure life. 

She could not linger though our sad hearts ache ; 
And though with sudden grief the world is rife^ 

I love thee always, for my dead one's sake! 
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TO AN OLD PICTURE 

In the dim, old-fashioned hall, 

Where soft lights, and shadows fall, 
With the sconces on the wall 

Now unused, 
Hang their portraits, prim and straight, 

All our ancestors in state. 
Their condition — such is Fate! — 
Much abused. 

Grandsires with their powdered hair. 
Great-aunts, stately, tall, and fair. 
With the haughty, high-born air 

On each face. 
Quite content with past renown, 

Gaze in placid silence down 
In the blue eyes and the brown. 
Of their race. 

Here, where frequent sunbeams stray. 

With a smile as bright as they, 
Like to some sweet flower in May, 

Is, I ween. 
Fairest of them all, and yet 

Haunting me with vain regret 
Is her story : *' Margaret, 
Died at seventeen." 

That is all. Alas! what more 

N'eed be said ? I ponder o'er 
What her short years were before, 

While overhead 
Smiles the face with brows of jet, 

' Bove the eyes of violet 
Of this fair girl, Margaret, 
Long since dead. 
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Little learn we of her life, 

Whether she were maid or wife, 
But no thought of pain, or strife 

Had she known ; 
For, with all its woman's grace, 

There's a tender, childish trace 
In each feature of her face, 
Quaintly shown. 

Surely many a heart was sad 

When they gave thee, young and glad, 
Fairest of the gifts they had, 

TJnto Death. 
Was there one, perchance, who shed 

Bitter tears above thee, dead. 
For whom all earth's brightness fled 
With thy breath ? 

Faught of thy brief life we know. 

Since thy realm of long ago 
And my own, years swift or slow, 

Roll between ; 
But my heart aches with regret. 

And my eyes with tears are wet. 
For thee, sweet faced Margaret, 
Dead at seventeen! 
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A LITTLE LOVE STORY- 

Love sauntered forth one morn, the saucy sprite! 
With bow, and arrows thrust well out of sight. 
The sun upon his yellow locks did dance. 
And furtive mischief lurked beneath his glance. 
Across the wide, green fields sweet breezes blew, 
The wild rose scattered petals bright with dew, 
And by the beauty of the scene beguiled 
Love played, like any happy-hearted child. 
And as he frolicked in a rustic glade. 
There came, and lingered in the leafy shade, 
A youth who wooed in language fond and dear 
A maid, who kept his heart 'twixt hope and fear, 
Whose varying mood, and ringing laughter gay 
Perplexed the youth throughout the live long day. 
Love ceased his play, and gazed upon the two ; 
And though the maiden's dark-fringed eyes of blue 
Were lifted not, he saw — wise, little elf! 
Their gleams of mischief ; softly to himself 
He smiled, and clasped with closer, surer touch 
The dangerous weapons he had used so much, 
Then mused in pity, *' Poor, blind, helpless man! 
This is my work. I'll help you if I can,'' 
When lightly pushing leaf, and branch aside, 
The maid's quick glance the little god espied. 
''Come hither, lad!" she called, and gazed within 
His roguish face, and kissed his dimpled chin. 
** Why hast thou wandered from thy home away t 
These rosy feet have led thy steps astray." 
Disdaining patronage, the elf replied, 
''I roam where'er it please me, far and wide. 
No one on earth has power to govern me. 
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Hast heard of Love ?" then, proudly, '^ I am he.'' 
The maiden laughed in merry, mocking scorn, 
*' Love is a myth '' she said, *' Or else unborn ; 
Even his fond believers all agree 
Their blind pursuit ends but in misery. 
His sweet existence men have tried to prove 
But all in vain. I have no faith in Love/' 
Then, with a startled look, she paused, aghast, — 
Close to her side a shining arrow passed. 
Another, and this time with aim more true 
Her doubting heart the weapon entered through. 
Thrilling her with a swift, and subtle change — 
A tender feeling, new, and sweet, and strange. 
And when the eager youth essayed to speak. 
The blushes just awakened dyed her cheek. 
Trembling, she cried : ** Thy pardon. Love, I crave, 
Henceforth I am thy constant, willing slave." 

From out the glade two happy lovers went. 
Their blissful future well-assured. Content 
Afar off, watching them with dancing eyes. 
Young Love recalled the doubting maid's surprise, 
And sang, as he caressed each tiny dart, 
'^ Kot yet hath ever failed my cunning art. 
I fain had spared so fair a maid, but then 
' Twill teach her not to jest at Love again." 
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REMEMBRANCE 

Great sorrow fell once on my troubled heart, 
And wild with longings all unsatisfied, 
Mourning one gone forever from my side, 

Who of my hopes had been the dearest part, 
''Grant me forgetfulness, O Lord!'' I cried, 
*' Since unto me Life's best gifts are denied." 

'' Let me forget through wakeful hours the face 
Which never more shall earthly vision see ; 
The tender tones whose echoes reach to me 

From out the baffling boundaries of space. 
Let me forget, nor e'en in slumbers be 
Mocked by the bitter pangs of memory." 

But now since years have calmed the storm of woe 
Which then assailed, my thanks I render Thee, 
Dear Lord, who pitieth all our misery. 

And doth our human needs most wisely know. 
With blinded eyes, alas! I could not see 
That Thou wouldat surely do the best for me. 

For all my days, and all my dreamful rest, 
Are by a magic presence comforted. 
Eebellious feeling from my heart has fled 

Since there abides with me an angel guest ; 
Bemembrance, with the asphodel-crowned head, 
Keeps ever near me my beloved dead. 
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MOTHER OF SORROWS, 

A LBGEND. 

Long years ago, a century or more, 

Within a little village quaint there stood 

A convent gray, where patient workers dwelt, 
Who labored for their fellow-creatures' good. 

Always their gates swung wide ajar that those 
Who came that way might enter freely through. 

Upon the door beneath the cross was carved, — 
** Knock, and it shall be opened unto you.'' 

Many the faithful worshipers who knelt 

Within the humble chapel, small and sweet ; 

The rough -hewn stones which paved the narrow aisles- 
Were stained and worn by constant, treading feet. 

Their gifts were few. A silver crucifix 
Gleamed on the altar, and the faint light fell 

Upon it from each ivy-covered pane, 

And on the pure-faced Savior loved to dwell. 

But once a stranger, nameless, ill, and poor, 
Nursed back to health by the kind fathers there, 

Traced with such skill the Virgin Mother mild 
Upon the wall erstwhile so bleak, and bare, 

Its fame went forth, till travelers from far lands 
Year after year the quiet convent sought. 

And, gazing on the artist's wondrous work, 
Felt its strange power, and marvelled at the thoughts 
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Wondrous it was, indeed ; a world of grief 
Shadowed the face divine, but in her eyes 

Lay depths of love, and yearning, lending hope 
To those who came, sore-stricken, with their cries 

For comfort ; little children ceased their tears 

Cheered by her presence, as they trusting prayed. 

And even doubting souls oft whispered low, 
'* Mother of Sorrows, grant to us thy aid!" 

Day after day before the shrine there knelt 
A woman, crowned with wealth of silver hair ; 

About her saddened face were lines which told 
Sorrow, not years, had left those traces there. 

Heedless of heat, or cold, she constant came, 
In sunshine, or if storms lelentless fell. 

'' She prayeth for a wayward son," they said, 
** Gone long astray, and yet she loves him well. 

Surely the blessed Mary pitieth her, — 

Her own heart once was pierced by sharpest grief. 
There is small need to ask," they, fearful, thought^ 

^^ If faithful souls like hers gain no relief." 

At last she came not any more to pray. 

But when the frosts laid jewels on each hill, 

The rich and poor unto the chapel thronged. 
Mourning for her, who lay there cold and still, 

Beneath the picture loved in life so well. 

Her thin hands folded, earthly work was done ; 

The last words murmured by those pallid lips : 
*' Mother of Sorrows, save, oh! save my son!" 
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And the years sped, till once again the snows 
Covered with magic robes the rugged earth. 

Once more the bells rang out In joyous chime, 
In token of the Christ-Child's lowly birth. 

Inside the convent chapel quiet reigned. 

While Christmas wreathes made redolent the air. 

The solemn midnight services were o'er, 
And only scented silence lingered there. 

Through the deep solitude one soft light glowed 

Above the sanctuary, like the star 
Which shone in splendor o'er Judean lands. 

And led the shepherds from their flocks afar. 

When from some shadowed nook there noiseless came 

A timid figure, yet with gaze intent. 
As groping in the unfamiliar gloom. 

Unto the Blessed Virgin's shrine he went. 

Only the angels saw him as he knelt, 

Uttering alone his supplicating cry 
For mercy, and among that heavenly throng 

Surely his mother's spirit waited by. 

Answered at last were all her loving prayers 
So long denied, and as the taper burned 

Steady and strong, its radiance reached to him. 
Calming the fears of this poor soul returned. 

Ah! who can know what fervent late appeal 
Did from his pleading lips most truly start ? 

And who of us can doubt the hidden depths 
Of the contrition in his troubled heart t 

• • « 4K » « « 
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They found him there, the good priests, in the morn, 
Ere stroke of the sweet Angelas had rung ; 

While o'er his peaceful face, once hard, and worn, 
The newly-wakened sunbeams fondly flung 

A kindly light, that softened Death's grim touch, 
Giving him back his boyish vision fair, 

Painting with rosy tints his marble cheek, 
And burnishing to gold his curling hair. 

And as the De Profundis trembling rose, 
Their voices blending in the piteous prayer. 

With aching hearts, above the youthful form 
Their sad eyes sought the Mother pictured there, 

And lo, the change ! with eager,' outstretched hands. 
She stood before them ; not a lingering trace 

Of anguish on those features, but a smile 
Tender as Heav'n itself upon her face! 
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WITH CLEARER VIEW, 

She closed the volume with a little sigh, 

And clasped her girlish arms above her head ; 
Her heart still quivered o'er the story's close, 

Her dark eyes sparkled, with their tears unshed. 
But happier thoughts put sorrow lightly by, 

Curving again the laughing lips so red, — 
O rare, O fond philosophy of youth! — 

''Life is not half so sad as that," she said. 

Long afterwards she read the self-same book, — 

A woman with a grave and thoughtful air. 
The years had left their shadows in her eyes. 

And stolen sunny gleams from out her hair. 
The tender pathos of the little tale 

Mingled with memories of her youth long sped. 
And with a fleeting smile that glorified 

The patient face, *' How true to life!" she said. 
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FAINT HEARTED, 

They linger out on the vine- wreathed porch, 

Where clambering roses grow, 
Where the moonlight slips through dancing leaves, 

With the shadows that come and go ; 
While the night is rare with the jasmine's breath, 

And gently the breezes blow. 

He envies the zephyrs that boldly touch 

The waves of her soft, brown hair. 
And the moonbeam seeking her rounded cheek, 

Caressing the dimple there ; 
But he only says the day has been long. 

And the evening is wondrous fair. 

He thinks as her girlish laughter rings 

That never the song of bird 
Was filled with such rippling melody, 

And dear is her every word ; 
But he only says the sounds of the night 

Are the sweetest he ever heard. 

He notes each charm of her changeful face, 

And he wonders if her clear eyes 
Discover that Love is standing near. 

Though he lurks in a coward's guise ; 
And his own heart weakens in sudden fear, 

And he falters in his replies. 
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O poor, little, timorouS; trembling god! 

Lay down your arrows and bow. 
"No weapons are needed to vanquish him, 

Who dreads neither peril nor foe, 
But who stands afraid of a slender maid, 

As she smiles in the moonlight's glow. 
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MORNING GLORIES, 

They are awake to greet the coming day, 

The sweet June day whose sleepy eyes as yet 
Are scarce half-opened. Night has passed away, 
And left the blossoms with her tears all wet. 
They are awake, bright flowers of the morn, 
To greet the day, and her fair form adorn. 

I watch them as they climb the trellis o'er. 

To look out on the world in glad surprise ; 
Seeming content to ask for nothing more, — 
There are the blue ones, like a child's dear eyes, 
That, startled as the romping breezes blow. 
Half shyly, half in fear, glance to and fro. 

Here is a rosy-tinted bloom whose cheek 

Would put to shame a maiden's radiant flush. 
Perhaps a roving sunbeam did but seek 

To steal a morning kiss, and hence the blush ; 
Or it may be her listening heart has heard 
The echoing love- song of some wooing bird. 

And there a blossom, delicate and white. 
Quivers and trembles in the early day. 
As if the long, dark hours throughout the night 
Had wearied her, and chased her bloom away ; 
Or else a swift, sharp pang, a sudden fear. 
Has left her grieving, pale, and troubled here. 
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Above them all, high up, as if to grace 

The queenliest heights which subjects can bestow, 
A royal purple cluster have their place, 
And bend their regal heads to those below ; 
While passing zephyrs scarcely dare to stir 
Their velvet robes, fit emblem of their sphere. 

I wonder if ye ever long, oh, flowers ! 

For something better than so brief a life, 
Or if ye know that with the later hours 

Would come the day's rude tumult, and its strife! 
Ye are alas! like pure souls newly- born. 
That perish in the glory of their morn. 
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OCTOBER, 

He came across the hills at dawn of day, 
Sturdy, and bronzed of limb, his ruddy hair 
Tossed by the winds above his forehead fair, 

Through fields of bending grain his pathway lay. 

Blithe was his matin call, and, as he sang, 

The lingering birds, whose notes we feared were 

stilled. 
Burst into melody, and loudly trilled. 

And all the woods with silvery music rang. 

He came across the hills with buoyant tread. 
His strong arms filled with clusters of the vine. 
His laughing lips stained with their purple wine, 

And crimson leaflets crowned his princely head. 

The golden rod gleamed brightly everywhere. 
Like banners set his winding way along ; 
The sweet chrysanthemums, a varied throng. 

With spicy fragrance freighted all the air. 

He came across the hills, so full of grace. 
Dear Autumn's best beloved, and fairest child. 
The roseate day just wakened, gazed and smiled, 

As the warm sunlight kissed his boyish face. 

And all the land was lovelier than before. 
Flushed with rich hues, eager with quickening breath, 
And though we heeded not the summer's death, 

We knew her long, and weary reign was o'er. 
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WHEN SHADOWS ROAM, 

Come to me, little one, and let me gaze 

Into your earnest eyes, so soft, so brown. 
While memory returns to bygone days. 
To one whom you recall in countless ways. 
Who wears in Heaven now an angel's crown. 

Here, when at eventide the shadows roam, 

I love to ait and fancy she is near ; 
Perhaps from seraph land, her distant home, 
Her gentle presence does in spirit come 

To solace grief, and check the rising tear. 

How many times she used to nestle close 

Within my circling arms as you do now ! 
How many times none but my own heart knows 
Have her caresses lightened all my woes. 

And banished gloom, and trouble from my brow! 

The years have lengthened since that bitter day, 

When clasping in each waxen hand a flow'r. 
Silent and cold, unheeding us she lay. 
And though Death's sterner claim we did gainsay. 
We could not stay his touch for one brief hour. 

I can not think of her as others do, 
As of a maiden fuller grown, and wise 

In mystic Heavenly knowledge, pure, and true, — 

She is to me no older, dear, than you, 
A little child, with frank and fearless eyes ; 
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A little child, whose waking smile I miss 

Through all the phases of my varied life, 
Who comes not any more with greeting kiss, 
Whose tiny feet led her to fields of bliss, 
Ere she had wandered into paths of strife. 

And would I have her back ! Ask me not, dear; 

Some days so sadly does my poor heart ache, 
If it were granted unto me, I fear, 
I'd gladly take her back to sorrow here, 

My grief so selfish is ; but for her sake, 

I pray to worthy be to join the band 

Of Christ's beloved, so, when life is done, 

I shall find waiting me in that far land. 

Where never change is known, with outstretched 
hand, 
Badiant, and fair, my long lost little one! 
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IF I WERE YOU 

If, dear, my eyes, like yours, were laughing blue, 
And in their depths there lay a glimpse of Heav'n, 

I would not cloud with frowns their tender hue, 
Kor dim with tears the light unto them giv'n ; 

But I would strive to make most pure, and true. 
The soul reflected there, if I were you. 

If fairy hands had left upon my face 
A single charm that others cared to see, 

If on my lips there lingered e'en a trace 
Of your own sunny smile, it seems to me 

I would not long, as you so vainly do, 
For countless fairer gifts, if I were you. 

And if the world, so bright and tempting now. 
Should strive to skill you in its selfish ways, 

God grant the lesson may not teach you how 
To live but for the gain of earthly praise. 

I'd be content to safely^carry through 
My own bright nature, dear, if I were you. 
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IN THE CATHEDRAL 

Through the windows, arched, and tinted, stole the 
sunlight, sweet, and faint. 

Like a halo 'round the image of each holy, pure- 
browed saint. 

Giving each a golden glory that no artist's brush 
could paint. 

Gray the old cathedral walls were, gray and dark, 
but 'gainst their gloom 

All the altar's lights like stars glowed thro' a wild- 
erness of bloom ; 

And the fragrant, ling' ring incense mingled with the 
flow'rs' perfume. 

Scarce within the open doorway knelt a figure, lone 

and poor. 
Shadows dim fell all about her, and like publican's 

of yore. 
Was the prayer which rose unuttered from her sad 

heart o'er and o'er. 

Who was she? how came she hither to this sheltered, 

safe retreat ? 
From the tumult, and confusion of the noisy city's 

street. 
Who had guided to this haven full of rest her erring 

feet! 

For she was a child of Sorrow ; Sin and Grief her 

friends had been. 
But she had a soul which even Christ's own blood 

was shed to clean, 
And perhaps one of His angels came to her, and led 

her in. 
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Humbly i)rayed she: ''Lord, have mercy on me, 

help me, tho' I fell 
From Thy tender grace so many years ago I can not 

tell 
If my cry will reach Thee. Clearly from the altar 

rang the bell, 

And as if to join the people's earnest pleading with 

her own, 
Eose the organ's trembling music, while the pathos 

in its tone 
Deepened in the Agnus Dei, sung by one sweet voice, 

alone. 

''Lamb of God, O Thou, who takest all the sins of 

earth away, 
We have sinned, but for Thy mercy full of faith and 

trust we pray. 
Grant us peace, and in the refuge of Thy goodness, 

let us stay." 

Like a seraph's voice it sounded to the woman weep- 
ing low, 

Waked remembrance of that promise she had learned 
long years ago, — 

"Though thy sins may be as scarlet He will make 
them white as snow." 

Through the arched, cathedral windows flashed the 
sunlight in a flame 

On the pictured, thorn-crowned Savior, bowed be- 
neath a world's dark shame. 

Who had said : " Naught is denied ye, if ye ask it in 
my name;" 
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And, as if with heav'nly radiance, all the softened, 

mellow tide 
Flowed in one bright stream of splendor, down the 

long aisle, dim, and wide. 
Till it rested like a blessing on the sinner purified. 
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BECAUSE OF HER 

She came into my life, and lingered there 

For such a fleeting, such a happy while ; 
Then angels stole her from my loving care. 

Beyond the reach of human tears or smile. 
But ah ! her baby hands had opened wide 

The gates which lead to Love's enchanted land, — 
Because of her, no other child outside 

The threshold of my heart may waiting stand. 

Because of her, when through the long, long day 

I hear the sound of voices clear, and sweet, — 
Some other mother's little ones at play, — 

Their joyous revelry I gladly greet. 
Thinking the while how my own darling strays 

With angel playmates thro' celestial fields, 
Safer than earthly paths those blissful ways. 

Surer than mine the gentle Hand which shields. 

Because of her, safe at the dear Christ's feet. 

My little one, whose soul was without stain. 
When mid the restless crowd which throngs the street 

I see a child's face marred by want, or pain. 
Shadowed by coming storms of woe, and sin, 

Sucli waves of pity in my bosom stir. 
My heart, because a child once dwelt therein. 

Yearns over even these, because of her. 
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MY LADY'S GARDEN, 

Across in my lady's garden 

Fairest of flowers grow, 
Under the smile of summer skies 

Bravely the blossoms blow ; 
And as my truant fancy strays, 

Fleetly the moments go. 

All along by the winding path 

Upsprings the velvet lea, 
Daisies nod on their slender stalks 

And shyly beckon to me, 
The larkspur looks with deep blue eyes 

On her rustic lover, the bee. 

Across in my lady's garden. 
Where softest sun-rays fall, 

I see the lilies, like gentle nuns. 
Stately, and fair, and tall. 

Lifting their faces, pure, and pale. 
Up by the rugged wall. 

The morning breeze that wanders by, 
A breath of their incense brings. 

Sotnewhere near me his matin notes 
A brown bird trilJs, and sings. 

And I think of dim, cathedral aisles. 
As sweetly his music rings. 

Across in my lady's garden, 

Loudly the cricket shrills. 
Telling in cheery tones of haunts 

Beyond the cool, green hills. 
And the jasmi^, leaning to listen, 

The wealth of her flagons spills. 
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High up at the latticed casemeiit 
A red rose fliDgs its bloom ; 

Boldly its closely clinging arms 
Encircle my lady's room, 

While vagrant zephyrs share with me 
Part of its rich perfume. 

Across in my lady's garden, 

Ever to me it is fair. 
Though flow'r and fragrance forsake it, 

And bleak winds revel there ; 
For my lady has caught the sunbeams, 

In the shining coils of her hair. 

The larkspur lives 'neath her lashes, 
Her cheeks do treasure the rose. 

On her white brow, so tranquil, 
Chastely the lily glows. 

And her dear voice but echoes 
The music the brown bird knows. 
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J, M R 

OCTOBER, 14, 1895. 

^^ My Beloved is gone down into His garden to gather 

lilies.^ ^ 

He lies asleep within his snowy casket. 

Pale as the roses pillowed 'neath his head. 
He does not heed the bitter tears above him, 

The little boy we fondly loved is dead. 
We can not know what dreams his slumber brings him, 

He will not wake to tell us afterwhile. 
But when the angels came, and sweetly kissed him, 

They left upon his lips a tender smile. 

About the house pathetic memories linger. 

We miss his childish presence everywhere ; 
There are his playthings where he lately placed them. 

His little cap awaits him on the stair. 
Alas! he comes not any more to claim them. 

The things which gladdened him thro' life's brief day 
His tiny hands have ope'd the gates celestial. 

His tiny feet thro' Heavenly pathways stray. 

He was so pure, so fair an earthly flow' ret, 

We do not wonder though our hearts must ache. 
That the dear Savior gathering up his lilies 

Did as His own our spotless blossom take. 
To God's own garden he has been transplanted. 

To live and bloom in perfect beauty rare ; 
Cherished forever from rude touch, or tempest, 

The little boy we fondly loved is there. 
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IN YEARS TO COME 

little hands! safe in thy mother's grasp, 

I think of all the work that thou wilt find 
When fleeting years shall loose thy baby clasp, 
And thou must strive alone, like all mankind ; 

1 pray that strength be thine, this grim world through. 
To battle 'gainst the false, and for the true. 

O little feet! so gently guarded now, 
I think of all the paths that thou must tread, 

With none, perchance, to guide, and pray that thou 
May shun the thorny roads that pilgrims dread. 

And bravely seek the straight, and narrow way 
That leads to rest, when closes Life's brief day. 

O little heart! that feels naught yet but love, 
I think of all the passions thou must know ; 

The joy, and gladness, pure as Heav'n above. 
The pain alas ! of bitter grief, and woe ; 

And pray that thou may'st all in patience take 
From Him, who bore such suffering for thy sake, 

O little one! crowned with the sunny hair, 
I think of all these things in years to come. 

And pray that thou, so happy, and so fair, 
May sheltered be at last within that home, 

Where, when thou layest Life's rough burden down, 
Thou Shalt find waiting thee an angel's crown. 
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THE TWO, 

One saw the morning sunlight fill the land, 
And with a cheerful heart took up her share 

Of daily toil and care, her willing hand 
Making her burdens light for her to bear. 

The other with the coming of the day, 
Bringing its round of duties, one by one. 

Longed for the distant twilight, soft and grey, 
And weary grew before her tasks were done. 

One listened to the singing of the birds. 
And sang with them a tender little song. 

That lacked, like theirs, perhaps, the pow'r of words, 
Yet it was full of music all day long. 

The other heeded not the melody 

That through the undertone ran sweet, and clear, 
But with dumb lips craved, always silently, 

A voice whose gift the multitude might hear. 

One filled her home with peace, quite satisfied 
To view the world with clear eyes from afar ; 

The other, wand' ring restless, far, and wide. 
Brought weariness and tears that peace to mar. 

One sighed for grander heights than she could reach. 
One yielded gladness whereso'er she went ; 

And human hearts were the abodes of each, 
For one was called Desire, and one Content. 
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TIME'S REVENGE 

He was a careless lad, gay, merry-hearted, 

And she a bonDy, winsome, little maid ; 
Through all the bright days of their happy childhood, 

Together, as the staanchest friends they played. 
The loyal admiration which she gave him 

He qaite expected as his honest due. 
She thought him wise, and fearless, brave, and hand- 
some, 

And worshipped him, as girls will sometimes do. 

He scoffed at all her feminine possessions. 

Her cherished doll, her precious birthday ring. 
Her ruffled bonnet, tied 'neath wayward ringlets 

Lest summer suns might tawny freckles bring 
She struggled hard thro' games of ball, and marbles, 

And kept the tears back from her eyes so blue, 
Whene'er he laughed at all her awkward efforts. 

And teased her afterward, as boys will do. 

If in his sport by stream, or over meadow. 

She was allowed to trudge close by his side. 
An eager witness to his boyish valor. 

Boundless indeed her happiness, and pride ; 
And following where he led, all uncomplaining, 

A patient, little comrade, tried and true. 
She urged him on to other deeds of courage 

And gloried in his strength, as girls will do. 

She was bereaved when he was sent to college. 

Weeping as if her childish heart would break ; 
While he, with proud disdain for sad leave taking, 

Went gaily off to newer fancies make. 
As her first youthful hero she recalled him 

With tender memories, those long years through ; 
He, with his weary terms, and swift vacations, 

Ceased quite to think of her, as boys will do. 
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Time passed, and, with the changes that it brought 
them, 

They met no more till childish dreams had flown. 
The careless boy merged into earnest manhood 

With noble plans had grave, and thoughtful grown ; 
And she, in other days his fond companion, 

The little maid with eyes of tender hue. 
Like some sweet flower brought to its rare perfection 

Had bloomed in loveliness, as girls will do. 

Then Fate's Nemesis surely overtook him ; 

He, who had lightly scoffed in days of yore^ 
Awakened to her graces, and adored her. 

She jested with him till his heart was sore. 
He served her with a manner reverential. 

Finding each hour some charm of feature new. 
And though she mocked at his devoted wooing, 

He loved her faithfully, as men will do. 

For all his lack of past appreciation 

He paid, alas! stern penace o'er and o'er. 
Could he have won again her vanished favor 

Surely he had not asked kind Fortune more. 
For gifts he valued not when she bestowed them, 

Now, with unwearied ardor did he sue. 
She knew, at last, her power, and wisely used it. 

Enjoying Time's revenge, as maids will do. 
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TO ONE BELOVED, 

Never again on earth shall we behold thee, 

With all thy charms, 
Never again in life shall we enfold thee. 

With loving arms ; 
Never again, for Death has stilled the gladness 

Of thy sweet voice, 
Whose laughing notes defying aaght of sadness 

Made us rejoice. 

Never a purer, or a lovelier maiden 

Was laid to rest 
In perfect peace, thy dear hands flow'r-laden 

Upon thy breast. 
For thee no toil, no pang of earthly sorrow. 

Calm is thy sleep ; 
For us the dark and desolate tomorrow 

To wake and weep. 

God pity us! so selfish is our grieving. 

Thou hast the crown, 
While unto us the cross, though of His giving, 

Burdens us down. 
What could we give thee in this world of ours 

Save vague unrest ? 
Tears with each joy, thorns with our fairest flowers, 

God loved thee best. 

Surely He leadeth unto fields Elysian 

Pure souls like thine. 
To dwell unseen by our dim earthly vision 

In bliss divine. 
And we would call thee back from life immortal ! 

Nay, let our prayer 
Be, rather, that thou waitest at Heaven's portal 

To meet us there. 
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MY LOVE SHE PLAYETH ON THE MANDOLIN- 

Out there upon the balcony, the fickle sunlight 
glances 
Upon the lustrous splendor of her hair, 
Across the whiteness of her brow one wayward ring- 
let dances, 
And full of pulsing sweetness is the air. 
She knows not of my presence, as absorbed in bliss- 
ful fancies 
I sit the shadowed doorway, just within, 
While all unconsciously my heart more surely she 
entrances. 
As softly plays she on the mandolin. 

Out there upon the balcony, where clust'ring blooms 
are swaying, 
Even the shyest rosebud seems to seek 
The charmed spot, while roguish winds the velvet 
leaves are laying 
Against the rival roses in her cheek. 
Not half so bold am I, alas! my silent homage pay- 
ing; 
I note the saucy dimple in her chin. 

The dark-fringed eyes, the bended head, the slender 
fingers straying 
Caressingly upon her mandolin. 
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Out there upon the balcony, she whom I love so 
dearly 
In idle mood such melody does make, 
The listening birds are hushed and mute, but in my 
heart most clearly 
The echoes of Life's tenderest song awake. 
Tell her O roses! of the hope, which haunts me late 
and early 
Yet fear I love's confession to begin, 
A.nd whisper how I envy you who kiss her cheek so 
nearly. 
As softly plays she on the mandolin. 
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UAMOUR MORT, 

Like a frail child o'erwearied with his playing, 

Poor little Love, with all his hopes, lay dead ; 
Smiling not any more, the sweet eyes hidden. 

The rose-crowned head 
Still garlanded with blooms that tender fingers 
Had twined for him one blissful golden day 
When Joy foretold, alas! in fondest numbers, 
A regal sway. 

Some knew him not, so sadly had Death changed him. 

And doubting said, glancing with careless eye, 
* * It is not Love, or else he is but feigning. 

Love can not die." 
Heeded they not, where in the gathering shadows. 

One watcher keeping vigil o'er the bier, 
Eecalled the anguish Love's brief reign had yielded, 
Yet shed no tear. 

Wiser was she than all those learned scoffers. 

Since Love had dwelt once by her own hearthstone ; 
His wilful moods, his taunts, and his caresses, 

All had she known. 
Passionless now, dry-eyed, alone, despairing. 

As if from her own breast Life's spark had fled, 
** Yea, it is Love," her white lips calmly whispered, 
^^ And he is dead." 
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WHERE THE TWO ROADS MET, 

Far back in the years that have vanished 

In a fleeting, mystical way, 
Ere my childish heart had ever borne 

A sorrow outliving the day, 
I see with vision undimmed by time, 

A little maid, steadfast, and true, 
With hair that caught the glint of the sun. 

And cheeks of the wild-rose hue. 
O little comrade ! through long, long years 

Your memory lives with me yet ; 
The joys we shared thro' halcyon hours 

How can I ever forget ? 
Yet you slipped forever away from me 

When we parted where two roads met. 

We loitered long in Childhood's path, 

Blossom-laden, while cool and sweet. 
Was the touch of the clinging verdure 

That was trodden by dancing feet. 
But I walked, at last, in a broader road, 

With never a chance to see 
How far away from our flow'r-strewn path 

The new way carried me. 

little maid, with the laughing eyes! 
Oft times my cheeks are wet, 

As recollection floods my heart 
With passionate regret ; 

1 miss so many, many things 

We lost where the two roads met. 
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I mourn for the faith, supreme, sublime, 

I never shall find again, 
For the brave philosDphy of youth, 

iN'ot taught in the world of men ; 
The dear delusions, cherished dreams. 

Too soon, alas! were o'er. 
And, like the fairy folk we loved, 

I know them now no more. 

little one with the trusting soul ! 
When Life's cares chafe, and fret, 

1 steal with my thoughts to an inner world. 
Where peace and joy beget 

Eemembrances of blissful days. 
Ere we parted where two roads met. 

Ah ! back to those years that have vanished. 

Gladly indeed would I go. 
If I thought I should find that little maid 

Unchanged whom I used to know. 
In a mirror today I saw a face 

That faintly resembled her own. 
But the sunny hair had been dulled by time. 

The rose from the cheek had flown. 
O little wraith of my other self! 

Though I search till Life's sun be set, 
Never, alas! shall we meet again, 

Nor shall I cease to regret 
That you slipped forever away from me, 

When we parted where two roads met. 
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REMINDERS. 

The blissfal days are full of sweet mementoes ; 

The deep, unclouded blue of arching skies 
Is fairer now to me since I have lingered 
Within the glances of your tender eyes. 
And all the world is dear to me the while, 
Since I have known the radiance of your smile. 

The joyous notes that happy birds are singing 

Bring unto me the music of your voice ; 
The rippling brook seems echoing your laughter. 
And makes my eager, listening heart rejoice ; 
The rose that beckons me with smiling grace 
Is but a lovely memory of your face. 

I see within each straying, gleaming sunbeam 

A faint resemblance to your shining hair, 
The fickle breeze is like your shy caressing, 
Which seeks, and yet evades me everywhere ; 
While rustling leaves in woodlands, dim, and 

sweet, 
Sound as the gentle coming of your feet. 



59 



AT EASTER 

Into the church all lily-decked they went, 

The weary worldling and the happy child ; 
One with Life's futile passions almost spent, 
The other with a white soul undefiled. 
And as the throbbing music sweetly played, 
They knelt together, and in silence prayed. 

The breath of Spring came thro' the windows there, 

Straying with loving touch, like a caress, 
Thro' all the ripples of the child's fair hair. 
And ling' ring with an equal tenderness 
About the other's worn, and troubled face. 
Whereon the years had left relentless trace. 

And with the memories which that soft air brought 

Of flower-laden fields, kissed by the sun, 
Not bitterly, but sorrowful he thought 
Of all the good deeds he had left undone ; 
Of childhood's innocence, of manhood's sin, 
Of what he was, and what he might have been. 

The little one, his eyes serene, and glad. 

Prayed earnestly, with rapt, and reverent gaze ; 
But from the other's heart rose pleadings sad 
For all the past misdeeds of vanished days. 
Mourning his lost youth with such deep regret 
His bearded cheeks, unused to tears, were wet. 

And both were comforted, and both were cheered. 

And all the lilies fragrant incense shed. 
As from Faith's blessed truths again they heard 
The story of Christ risen from the dead. 
While angel voices sang with joy new-born 
The anthems of the Eesurrection Mom. 
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THE LITTLE BOY WHO DIED, 

The Christmas stockings, waiting, han^j well-filled 

above my head, 

Across the hearth the Yule-tide fire sends forth its 

cheery glow. 

Beyond the curtained doorway, from each soft, and 
snowy bed, 

I hear the children's slumberous breath rise 

tremulous and low. 

Tomorrow must not hold for them a shadow to annoy, 

But for a weary while tonight may Sorrow with me 

bide. 

And every tender thought be given unto the little boy 

Who shares no more these earthly joys — the little 

boy who died. 

Amid this wealth of gifts and toys, alas! none are 
for him. 
But underneath his picture I have placed with 
loving hand 
A fragrant bunch of violets, the while mine eyes are 
dim. 
Perchance if he look down from Heav'n he can but 
understand 
How they awaken memories of one as pure and 
sweet ; 
The light falls on his pictured face, soft-cheeked, 
and merry-eyed, 
I hear again his laughing voice, the patter of his feet, 
And feel the swift caresses of the little boy who 
died. 
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He shares no more the children's mirth, their happi- 
ness, and glee, 
Bat in that fair and mystic land, safe on the 
Savior's breast. 
He hears the angels' anthems ring in heavenly har- 
mony, 
And shares with them eternal bliss. Ah! surely 
that is best. 
Best for the spotless soal that went so early back to 
God, 
Best for the youthful heart by woe and anguish 
never tried. 
Best for the tiny feet that ne'er a thorny path had 
trod. 
And yet we grieve without him here — the little boy 
who died. 

Dear Lord, who as a little child in Bethlehem's 
manger lay, 
The season bringeth joy, but grief creeps oft-times 
near her side, 
And shadows many an ingle-nook e'en on Thy natal 
day. 
Send the sweet balm of comfort by Thy angels far 
and wide. 
Somewhere a home is desolate, somewhere a mother 
weeps. 
Leave Thou Thy peace upon those hearts this 
blessed Christmas-tide, 
Who miss from out their guarded flock that one the 
Shepherd keeps. 
And mourn, perhaps, as we do for the little boy 
who died. 
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THE LEGEND OF THE LILIES, 

It was the eve of Pentecost. The sweet spring feast 
was late, 
Bat over all the land the chill of winter lingered 
long. 
A trace of desolation lay about each fair estate, 
And timidly from leafless hedge the blue bird 
piped his song. 

Still were the meadows bare and brown, the tiny 
mountain stream 
Which later, leaping down its path, laughed like a 
sprite at play, 
Now, slowly waking from a long, and dreary winter's 
dream. 
Under the frown of sullen skies in utter silence lay. 

Watched over by the rugged hills that as grim guar- 
dians stood 
An humble convent's spires reached up thro' sun- 
shine and thro' storm. 
And sheltered in this safe retreat a faithful sister- 
hood 
Shielded a little orphan brood from sin, and want, 
and harm. 

Tonight the festal candles gleamed adown the well 
filled board, 
For 'twas an ancient custom 'mong the village 
people there 
To give always at Whitsuntide, from out their richer 
hoard, 
XTnto the patient poor less blest some of their 
goodly share. 
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And so into the orphans' home had come a bounteous 
store. 
And childish laughter gaily rang, and childish 
eyes grew bright. 
Even the shadows seemed to dance upon the well- 
worn floor 
And every youthful heart beat high with innocent 
delight. 

The gentle sister raised her hand to quell the noisy 
glee, 
Quickly the restless feet were stilled, bowed was 
each little head 
Out of the sudden silence rose their voices, full and 
free, 
As in their reverent, lisping tones the simple grace 
was said : 

**Do Thou, O Lord, our helpless band, and all our 
portion bless,'' — 
Back from the somber oaken walls echoed the 
evening prayer, 
*' Teach us to share our daily bread with love and 
kindliness 
Lest we perchance should entertain Thy angels un- 
aware." 

Then as the glad repast began, again the mirth pre- 
vailed, 
What mattered to their happy hearts the old 
world's woe and pain ! 
Outside the gloom of night increased, the winds in 
anger railed. 
Tossing against the casement bars the fitful gusts 
of rain. 
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Bat one dear child, with earnest eyes, more thonght- 
fal than the rest. 
A little lad upon whose curls the dancing lights 
did play, 
In silence sat, with troubled brow, by sober mood 
oppressed. 
While all untasted on his plate the tempting viands 
lay. 

He hearkened to the tempest rage, and, with a fleet- 
ing sigh, 
'^If the dear Lord should send tonight an angel 
guest,'' he said, 
*' It is so dark without I fear he'd surely pass us by, 
Nor know how gladly we would share with him the 
feast we're spread. 

** Perhaps if we might only throw the casement open 
wide 
Over the narrow hillside path where all is bleak 
and lone. 
Our lights would shine out throughV the storm and 
be a welcome guide," 
The sister smiled her swift consent, and straight- 
way it was done. 

Even as they turned and sat them down, out of the 
wrathful night 
Borne on the echoes of the gale their came a pite- 
ous call. 
The startled children huddled close, half curious, 
half in fright. 
The door swung open and behold! there stood 
within the hall 
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Ifot as their childish fancies hoped — no radiant 
heavenly guest, 
Clad in celestial raiment pure, with pinions bright 
as gold, 
But a wan group of wayfarers in tattered garments 
drest, 
A band of lowly mendicants, weary, and weak, and 
cold. 

Who gazed upon the festive scene with wond'ring, 
wistful eyes. 
Out of the darkness and the storm they had been 
strangely led ; 
The little ones bewildered, too, were dumb in their 
surprise. 
And for a moment no one spoke. Then the good 
sister said : 

*^ Who knows but these may be the guests for whom 
we lately prayed. '' 
And on the dear child's sunny hair she laid a 
tender hand, 
^*And if they be but Heav'n-sent why should we 
feel dismayed 
Whether they come in royal guise, or as a beggai 
band ; 

'< Whether as angels, or alas! as brothers sore dis- 
tressed. 
Surely it is in answer to the prayer we daily say. 
Of our true love and charity haply this is the test. 
Though they be humble in our sight shall we not 
bid them stayf 
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Then every eager child sprang up a greeting to extend, 
Unto the timid waiting throng with kindly grace 
they hied, 
With rare unselfishness and zeal such suffering to be- 
friend 
In loving deeds of courtesy each with the other vied. 

Their tiny chairs, their heaped-up plates, the choicest 
and the best 
They urged with hospitable hearts upon the beggars 
there ; 
Heedful of every hungry glance, of each wish unex- 
pressed, 
Gladly they gave, ignoring quite their own dimin- 
ished share. 

JS^eedless to say how joyously that evening's vigil fled. 
Soon underneath the sheltering roof -tree all was 
hushed and stilled. 
The grateful travelers sought their rest, the slum- 
brous hours sped. 
Yielding each generous child repose with blissful 
visions filled. 



Beyond the hQls the roseate east proclaimed the feast 
day's birth. 
In shimming beams of changing hues its dawning 
radiance fell 
Out of the' tranquil skies above down to the drowsy 
earth. 
And far across the misty slopes pealed forth the 
chapel bell 
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Heralding loud and cheerily the Pentecostal morn^ 
But in the qniet convent there they wakened in 
dismay : 
Like the dear visions of a dream their stranger guests 
were gone, — 
Vanished as surely as the night, but whither none 
could say. 

Throughout the silent, cloistered place they sought 
without avail, 
Within the dim, deserted halls they wandered to 
and fro, 
Then on the outer threshold pausing, tremulous and 
pale. 
Fearing some evil thing they flung the* portal wide 
and lo ! 

Sparkling with charms the valley lay, and on the 
glistening mead 
Where late the storm reigned pitiless, now won- 
drous to behold 
Myriads of lilies flowered forth, a miracle indeed ! 
White as the distant mountains snows, with hearts 
of dusty gold. 

Lilies far as the eye could reach, slender, and fair, 
and tall. 
Lilies with petals diademed, fragrant and undeflled, 
Lilies that clustered close about the time-stained 
convent wall 
And at the glad day's glowing touch in spotless 
beauty smiled. 
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And in the soft, pulsating air like marble censers 
swung 
Before some shrine invisible, swayed by a hand 
unseen, 
Sweet as an incense offering their perfumed breath 
was flung 
Out on the balmy Whitsun morn, o'er hills and 
meadows green. 

Perchance some secret force which lay in Spring's 
belated hand 
Blent with the warring elements the magic marvel 
wrought ; 
Some '*open, sesame!" whose pow'r at Nature's 
firm command 
Had from the slow unfolding buds the perfect blos- 
soms brought. 

But to the little ones who gazed enchanted on the 
scene 
Faith with her fond philosophy the mystery ex- 
plained. 
Under their ragged, homely garb the beggars, poor 
and mean. 
Truly were visitants divine, whom they had enter- 
tained. 

And from them came these angel flowers, where none 
had bloomed before, 
Mute tokens that in countless ways their heavenly 
birth betrayed, 
Marking each erstwhile barren spot about that 
favored door. 
Where angel pinions softly poised, and angel foot- 
steps strayed. 
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And it is said that ever since that night so long ago, 

I do but tell it nnto you, the legend quaint and old, 

Whenever comes the Whitsantide, though chilling 

winds may blow, 

And on the waiting hillside scarce a leaflet dare 

unfold. 

There in that obscure village place where still the 
convent stands 
In memory of those mystic guests who once were 
sheltered there — 
Always like angels faces fair o'er all the meadow lands 
The lilies bloom out, white and pure, breathing a 
blessing rare. 
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